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TheTfAgdie of 

Shew minutes, time*, and houres : but my time, 

Runncs porting on in Bulhndarookes proud ioye, 
While I ftand fooling heerenisiacke ofthc clock e 
This muficke maddes me, let it found no more, 

For though it haue holpYnad men to their vvittt. 

In me it feemes it wil make wile men mad : 

Yet bleffing on hisharc thatgiues it me , 

Fortis a figne ofloue: and louc to Richard, 

1$ a rtrangfc brooch in this al-hating world. 

Groome. Haile royal Prince. 

Rich. Thankcs noble pearc: 

£„ ter A The cheapeft ofvs is ten grotes too deare. 

oroem of the hat ait thou, and how comeft thou hither 

<hiblc Where no man ncucr comes but that fad dog. 

That brings me foodc cjS make miflfortuneliue? 

Groome. I was a poorc groomc of thy ftable King, 
When thou wert King: who trauadling towards ¥orke, 
With much adoe (at length) haue gotten Icaue, 

To Iookc vppo my fometimes roial mailers face;. 

Oh how iterndmykeart when I beheld. 

In London ftrectcs that Coronation day. 

When Bullingbrookc rode on Roane Barbarie, 

That horfe, that thou fo often haft beftride. 

That horfe, that I fo carefully haue dreft. 

Rich. Rode he op Barbaric, tel me gentle friend , 
How went he vndcr him? 

groom. So proudly as ifhe difdaind the ground. 
R«r. So proud that Bullingbrooke was onhisbackc: 
That lade hath eate bread from my royal hand, 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him: 
Would he not {tumble, would he not fal downe. 
Since pride mult haue a faljandbrcakethenecke, 

Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe? 
Forgiuenes horfe why dolraileon thee? 
i Since thou created to be awed by man. 

Waft borne to bcarej I was not made a horfe, 

Andyet I bcare a burthen like an allc, 

Spurrde, galld,andiirdc by iauncing Bullngbrooke* 
Keeper Fellowjgiue place, here is no longer ftay 
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rersrHjb in. 

Here Sxton 
J&ihts him 
down. 


KingRhb&rdtbe fecond. 

Rich. Ifthoulouertie,tis time tbouwerf away. Enter oneto 

groome What my tong dares not, that my heart flial fay Ekicha. with 
Keeper My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fell to? meat • 

Rich. Tafteofn fir ft, as thou art wont to do. 1 

Keeper My Lord I dare not, fir Piercieof Exton * '•>'{ * 

Who lately came from the King comm ands the contrary. 

Rich. Thediuel take Henry o?Laftcafter,and thee, * Exit grcom 
Patience is ftale, and I aui weary ofit. 

Keeper Helpc.hclpe.helpe, 

Rich. How now, what meanes Death in this rude alTauit? 

Villaine thy owne hand ycelds thy deaths tnftrumenf, Themurde- 
Go thou and fill another roome in hcl, 

Rico. That hand flial burnc in neucrquenchin«-fi rc> 

That ftaggers thus my perfon ; Exton, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the king, bloud ftaind the kings owne land 
Mount mount my feule.thy feate is vp on hie, * 

Whillfmy grolTc flefli finkes downeward here to die. 

Exton Asiul ofva!ure,as of royal! bloud: 

Both haue I Ipilld.Oli would the deede were i?ood 

Fornovvthe diuelfthat cold me I did wcil,. * 

Saics that this deede is chronicled in hcl!: 

1 his dead King to the Jiuing kinglle beare. 

Take hence t he reft and giue them burial here. 

King Kind vncklc Yo.kcthe lateft newes we hcare 
Is.that the rebehhaue confumcd with lire ’ 

Our towne of Ciceter in Gloceftesfliire, 

But whetherthey betaneorflaine we hearenot- 

Welcome my Lord, what is the newes? 

ort .. Firft tothylacredftatewiflilalhapDineflV 
ihencxtnewesisJhauetoLondonfent, PP ^ 

The heades ofOx{ord,Saluburv, an d Kent 


Enter Hull, 
brook? with 
the duke of 
York?* 

Enter Nor* 

dumber- 

land* 




Enter Lord 
Tit ^waters* 
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